fellow who finds the paper risks death. Those who compose the
pages risk death. Those who write the articles risk death. And
those who transport the newspapers risk death. Nothing can stop
them. Nothing can choke the cry that rises from the mimeograph
machines hidden in dingy chambers, from the presses buried
away in the depths of cellars. Don't think these sheets have any-
thing like the appearance of those that are sold in broad daylight.
They are miserable little squares of paper. Clumsy sheets that
somehow get printed or typed. The characters are blurred, the
Readings thin. The ink often smudges. The people turn them out
as they can. One week in one town and one week in another.
They take what lies to hand. But the paper appears. The articles
follow subterranean channels* Someone collects them, someone
secretly arranges them. Furtive groups set them up. The police,
the agents, the spies, the informers agitate, search, nose about.
The newspaper starts out on the roads of France. It isn't big, it
doesn't look impressive. It swells worn, cracking, disjointed
suit-cases. But every line is like a ray of gold. A ray of free
thought."

"My father was a typographer ... so I can realise . . ." said
Legrain. "There can't be many of these papers."

"There are flocks of them," said Gerbier. "Each important
movement of the resistance has its own, and turns out tens of
thousands of copies. And then there are those of the isolated
groups. And those of the provinces. And the doctors have theirs,
and the musicians, and the students, and the teachers, and the
university professors, and the painters, and the writers, and the
engineers.*'

"What about the communists?" asked Legrain in a low voice.

"Why naturally, they have L'Humanite. As before."

"L'Huma . . ." said Legrain, "L'Huma . . ."

His hollow eyes were full of ecstasy. He wanted to say more,
but a series of coughing fits prevented him*

XI

It was noon. The prisoners had swallowed the mess-tin of dirty
water which served as a meal and lay motionless in the sun. Legrain
was with Gerbier, in the shadow of the cabin.
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